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48 Present State of Ireland. 

of the public press shall " let the ends they aim at, be their 
country's, their ■God's, and truth's," we still trust that, even 
in this respect, some amelioration may take place, from the 
growth of a kinder and better feeling-, amongst the influen- 
tial classes of the community. If the unpalatable truth which 
we have addressed to some of these classes, should in any de- 
gree contribute to so desirable a result, it will give us infinite 
pleasure ; but should we fail to accomplish our object, we 
shall at least enjoy the consciousness of having impartially 
and kindly endeavoured to discharge our duty. 

Z. 



QUICQUID IN BUCCAM VENIT, 

WHATEYEE COMES UPPERMOST. 



BY THE YOUNGER PERSEUS. 



No. I. 

Hols! Mr. Editor. What! dare you say 
I am no satirist ? How know you that ? 
Know, I of satire long have worn the bay, 
And with the favours of the Muse am fat. 
I am no satirist ; but 'tis no matter ; — 
I've but to speak the truth — and that is satire. 

I have an honest Muse ; a stubborn thing, 
That, like the Theban, lies not even in jest : 
She bids me to her simple altar bring 
The truth unmasked ; for that she loves the best ; — 
Truth, seldom seen on earth — a heavenly treasure : 
Tbis she commands, on pain of her displeasure. 

Though all should varnish, varnish will not I: 

I cannot follow multitudes to sin. 

AH lies I hate, and flattery is a lie ; 

I will not flatter man, a world to win. 

Kings and their ministers must take their chance: 

I flatter kings! no; not the king of France. 
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Let me descry, from loop-hole of my cell, 
By aid of intellectual telescope, 
The cunning fiend that veils the scorpion shell 
In angel guise, though he deserves a rope ; 
And put the sounding trumpet to my ear, 
All the mad murmurs of the world to hear: 

With one, the caterfelto tricks to spy, — 

The punchinello theatre of life: 

With the other, from afar to hear the cry 

Of the world's mad-house; the wild bedlam strife 

Of lunatics, who fancy they are wise; 

Of fools in masque, and villains in disguise. 

Oh ! for a tomahawk, or scalping knife, 
To hew the plating from the brow of brass,- 
The unblushing front that lives in party strife; 
And tear the lion-mantle from the ass.— 
This is a task to sense and virtue due ; 
My tomahawk to Erin shall be true. 

Erin ! thou art an universal bull ! 
In thy green valleys nothing starves — but man ! 
The goose is clad in down, his crop is full ; 
The hog is happy with his mess of bran : 
That stalks like alderman across the way; 
This basks like Turk in the meridian ray. 

Where are the fields so rich, and man so poor ?— 
Pale Famine shivers 'mid the golden grain ; 
And digs the soil, and treads the threshing-floor ; 
But from the tempting meal must still refrain ! 
Rack-rent is gorged, and bears away the spoil, 
To waste on fiddlers, in a foreign soil! 

O Wicklowl beautiful are all thy vales; 

Bright are thy streams ; thy hills ascend on high, 

Sunned by fair suns, and fanned by gentle gales, 

In rainbow tints of an unrivalled sky !— 

Thy hapless children scarce regard the bloom ; 

But look like men who wait a fearful doom ! 
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Unheeded are thy waters as they flow ; 
Unheard the music that their murmurs make ! 
Though 'tis a note that well might suit the woe, 
With which the noble heart is like to break. 
What man for bloom or beauty has an eye, 
Who has not bread to still his infant's cry? 

Who feels the glow of patriotic mind, 
That may not at fair Nature's banquet sit? — 
To whom his stepdame Country is unkind, 
And casts on him no mother's smile as yet! 
If Nature's embers in your bosoms burn, 
Return, ye Absentees! return, return! 

Then shall green Erin's daughters bloom again; 
The brightest gems that grace the Emerald Isle — 
( Sweet Erin ! fairest island of the main ! ) 
Shall greet you with affection's sunny smile : 
One smile of hers is to be valued more 
Than all the smiles of an Italian shore. 

She from her starry eyes would wipe the tear, 

Banish the dark cloud from her polished brow, 

Gathered by ruin or prophetic fear! 

Then would she bless you — if you knew but how! 

The fairy fields of Dalgeny can tell, 

And lone Rosanna still the song can swell.* 

Belfast! there is no music in thy name! 
Thy flatterers, therefore, have thee Athens called. 
Athens of Erin! — that, indeed, were fame! 
Bare Athens were a name for thee too bald. 
Say, were the wags in earnest? May we hope 
Plato to find in haberdasher's shop ? 

Fitter, the world does think thee, (but 'tis wrong,) 
To change the blacksmith's anvil into gold, 
Than to delight the ear with poet's song, 
Or fancy's fairy treasures to unfold :— 
Yet envy owns, the shuttle in thy hand 
Flings smiling plenty o'er the Northern strand. 
* The seats of D. latouche, Esq., and the late Mrs. Tigh. 
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By wondrous alchemy, the stiffening starch 
Flows from thy vats in rich Madeira wine, 
(Of ingenuity such is the march!) 
The brain of linen-bleacher to refine; 
There to reflect a beam of fancy's light, 
And make the sober Presbyterian bright. 

The smoke, that from the engine chimney flows, 
Falls, like the showers of snow, in silver flalres; 
From fire that fierce as Pandemonium glows 
And cauldrons hot as the infernal lakes s 
Showers, gathered by fair maidens I could name- 
Sweet pets of fortune, not unknown to fame. 

To me, fair creatures! but the gleanings leave; 

And I your poet-laureate shall be 3 

You, from the exchange, shall have no cause to grieve; 

Widely your beauty shall be famed by me? 

To each of you I'll give fine Grecian noses, 

And teeth of pearl, and cheeks of blooming roses. 

I 'U give you symmetry of form and grace, 
The auburn ringlet, and the laughing eye— 
Your lovers shall be in a woeful case, 
Who cannot stand its fire, yet cannot fly; 
Even Venus shall be nought, compared to you. — 
But give me these rich silver gleanings; — do! 

Edina's daughters shall with envy burst; 
The palm shall even the maids of Dublin yield; 
By beauty moulded, and by genius nurst. 
Yes! every rival soon shall quit the field; 
And then for you shall valiant lovers meet, 
Duels to fight in every lane and street. 

Belfast is Athens — yes, it must be so. — 

Her Aristotle is a great Divine; 

Her Plato all the Institution know; 

The wreath of Sophocles — that shall be mine : 

J ! has she not Demosthenes in you, 

Such as the ancient Athens never knew ! 
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Now, who will be so hardy as deny 
Belfast to be a right Athenian town? 
He who denies it only tells a lie.-— 
Her Academic Groves are widely known; 
From which a richer stream of genius flows 
Than from the Athenian Fountain ever rose ! 

But och, O'Connelll och and och, alas! — 

And, at thy mighty fiat, is it so? 

Must the bright glory of our Athens pass? 

Must we the olive change for weeds of woe? 

Och! has our Athens dwindled to a village!* 

Which scarce an Arab chief would deign to pillage! 

But, spare us, Dan! oh, spare us, dear good Dan! 

And we shall ever for thy Worship pray, 

To help thee out of purgatory, man, 

When sorrow comes upon thy broiling day ! 

Or, if perchance great Bolivar is haBged, 

We '11 swear, through thick and thin, that he was wrong© 

Nay, I myself shall write his funeral dirge; 

And he a mighty patriot shall be, 

As ever proudly sailed in glory's barge, 

Never to sink on an unbounded sea. 

But, och! dear good O'Connell! come not near! — 

Of thee our village is in mortal fear. 

The son of Ammon, he of Pellae, wept, 
That he was to earth's little sphere confined: — 
Already has thy mighty spirit leapt 
Beyond the narrow Bar, for thee designed. 
Take not Belfast — to London on thy road! — 
Our paltry village would with thee explode! 

And it would wheel like rocket in the sky, 

While thou wouldst stand unmoved amid the wreck ; 

Tracing the Athenians as they spin on high, 

Like drunken men upon a stormy deck ! 

Och ! come not, sweet good Dan, our village near! 

Though oceans were between, we were in fear. 

* O'Connell gravely calls Belfast a village !— with 40,000 inhabitants ! ! 



